LENA
<Tm laughing, do you know why? I don't. ... Dearest,
look, they've all gone, is it time already?"
"Yes, now/' he mumbled and began walking towards
the train, Lena by his side. "A shame, didn't have time
to get any hot water. We've got a stove, but it's easier to
get it at stations. ..."
"I'd only just posted a letter to you," she said, her
eyes fixed on his face. "It would have been better if I'd
given it to you. Do you get my letters?"
"No," he said. "That is, of course I do. Just now I
don't even know what address will reach me. ..."
They were standing beside the van. Two officers
were standing in the doorway, smoking and looking
down at them.
"I love you!" Lena said loudly, embracing him and
reaching up to kiss him.
"Lena!" he said. "I don't want to deceive you." He
took her by the elbows, and pressed them apologetically.
"Forgive me. It just happened, you know. ..."
She stared at him. She could not understand what he
meant. What did he mean about deceiving? What was
she to forgive?
"It happened," he continued in a low voice. "It
must have been fated so. ... The stars. ..." He smiled
awkwardly. "I met a woman. Don't be angry with me,
Lenochka, these things happen without our wanting it,
you know. ... War, it divides some and joins others. ...
Of course, you keep the room and everything," he added
hastily, frowning in distaste.
What things? Why should she keep the room? Was he
thinking that he was going to be killed? ,..
"Forgive me," he said, dropping his eyes before hers.
Understanding came to her, and suddenly her
shoulders sagged.
He continued to speak, stammering.
"I've often thought—why did it have to happen that
way? I don't know. Maybe we found each other too
quickly, too suddenly. It was like a fever. And when we
parted, it passed. ..."
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